How do we share the Holocaust exper ience? There isn't one way, or two, or three, or more. The ways are myriad and many, and they change, or start, or end, depending on the time of day, the light in the room, the mood of the storyteller and of the listener. To me, stories are the bridges between generations. Of course, there are many Holocaust books, of which others have written. By and large, how ever, I do not mean books. I mean stories, told by individuals, person-to-person, gen eration-to-generation, eye-to-eye, touch to-touch.
Many years ago, I spoke to a group of sixth graders in a New York school. The girls were sitting on the floor, and I before them on a low library stool. Discussing the Holocaust in the early seventies was much less common than it is now, and for a young child to have visited Dachau with her parents nearly unheard of. Still, a beautiful girl named Jennie, whose face and name remain fresh in my mind, had gone to Dachau, and she kept asking me how did I feel on the cattle train to Siberia, how did I feel on the barren steppe hungry, cold, scared. "Did I fail you, Jen nie, in some way?" I asked in turn. "Didn't I write about all that in The Endless Steppe?" (T.Y. Crowell, 1968 ) "Yes, you did," replied Jennie. "But I want to hear you say it." When I began writing short stories which resulted in The Endless Steppe, I never thought of them as a prelude to a book for children. I did not think of them as Holo caust experiences, because I did not even consider us-my parents, grand mother, and myself-part of the Holo caust. We were, after all, living in the lap of luxury in Siberia, compared to what was happening to people in the ghettos of Vilna, Warsaw, Bialystok, Cracow, and in towns and villages too numerous to men tion. And we survived.
From the moment the war ended to this very day, I am attacked by pangs of sur vivor's guilt. Why did I have it so easy during the time that our 1. oved ones were tortured, shot into graves at Ponar, deported to Majdanek and gassed? Why did I live and they did not?
In 1992, when I spoke at a school in the East Bronx, I was approached by a sub stitute teacher who had heard that I was a Holocaust survivor. "Show me your num ber," she brusquely ordered. She pointed to hers. "I don't have a number; I was in Siberia," I replied. "How can you call your self a Holocaust survivor if you have only been in Siberia?" asked the teacher. "Others call me that�I don't," I told her. Nevertheless, The Endless Steppe, be gun as short stories, and even earlier as entries in a journal that I'd kept after the war, and later rewritten as an article in the literary magazine of James Madison High School in Brooklyn (from which I gradu ated in 1948), is considered a Holocaust experience. There is a generation of adults, even parents, who remember it as one of the first "Holocaust" books that they read in junior or senior high schools all over the country, even though Siberia was not occupied by Nazis and did not have ghettos, mass killings, and gas chambers. (And they don't put the word Holocaust in quotation marks, as i just did.) Before I left Jerusalem, I reluctantly ac cepted from Miss Rachel a parcel of precious photographs of her youth, a port folio of prints and postcards of Vilna, and several old books. "Rokhele," I implored, "give these to your sons and daughter, to your grandchildren, not to me!" "NO, NO!" She was vehement. "They don't know me!" Rachel had ceased to tell her children and grandchildren stories of her family and youth because she felt that they did not care; they seemed to her detached from and uninterested in the Holocaust. Perhaps they wished to spare her feelings and shield themselves from pain? Can anyone fault that? 
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